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James startled awake. On impulse, he reached for the alarm clock on the nightstand, but didn't pick it up; he let 
his hand fall back on the bed. What did it matter if it was midnight, or three in the fucking morning? He'd 


stopped counting the hours a long time ago. Weeks ago. 


In the darkness everything around him blended into fuzziness. He felt rather than saw a movement in the 


room. 
"James?" 
At the sound of the voice, his hands curled into fists under the covers. His body tensed with an urge to 


welcome Jason home with "Get the fuck out of my house” followed by a fist through his face, the way Jason 
deserved. But some part of him kept whispering in his mind: Stay calm. Stay calm. Just fucking stay calm. He 


wanted to tell this part of him to get the fuck out of his head, and take Jason with it. 

Instead, he took a deep breath and dug his nails into his palms. 

"James?" Jason repeated quietly. 

James's anger crawled up from his chest and reached for his throat. It would be so easy to give in to it, but 
he remained motionless. He didn't trust himself not to blurt out something stupid, like "Was it fucking good?" or 
"Why the fuck him?" Or "Does he fuck better than | do?" He wasn't ready to ask questions to which he might 
not like the answers. 

With another breath came the scent, faint, but so fucking familiar—the smell of cinnamon bubble gum mixed 
with the smell of Jason's sweat. He hated it. He so fucking hated it. It drilled into his mind, enclosed him with 
its stickiness and images of Jason nailing to the bed some- 

"For fuckssake, Jason, how old is he, sixteen?" he blurted out against his better judgment: 


First there was a pause, then: "Nineteen" Another pause. Then: "And the last time | checked, that was legal." 


He was glad he couldn't see Jason's face, glad he couldn't look into Jason's eyes and find there confirmation 


that Jason really didn’t give a shit about anything anymore. He cursed the stupid tightness in his throat. 

"So that makes it fucking all right?" 

If it hadn't been so dark, he knew he would see Jason shrug. 

"Fuck you," he said when no answer came. He turned his back to Jason. 

In the silence a metal bracelet clicked unsnapped. He'd given Jason that watch three years ago, no special 
occasion. The inscription on the inside said "Just because." He hadn't had to spell it out-the grin on Jason's face 
when he'd read it told him Jason knew what he meant. 


Did he mean it anymore? Did Jason? 


Jason had been wearing the watch ever since. Every night he took it off and put it on the dresser, next to his 
wallet. 


In his thoughts James matched the sounds he heard with the images in his head: Jason kicking off his shoes, 
pulling off the shirt, then the metallic rattle of the buckle, the scrape of the zipper, and a whisper of fabric 
when he dropped his jeans to the floor. 


Jason always dropped his clothes right where he stood. James wasn't sure when it stopped being something he 
never paid attention to and became something that irritated him. 


He pulled in a long breath. The room reeked of cinnamon and he wanted to scream. He wanted to hurl Jason 
against the wall and punch, punch until his knuckles bled, until Jason's face bled, until his anger bled out and 


with it his feelings. 

He shoved his fists under the pillow. 

The mattress sank on Jason's side of the bed. James felt him shift, then tug on the covers and pull them 
towards him. Cool air swept over his feet; he hated when Jason did that. He pulled the covers back. Jason 
didn't move. 

Then there was silence. 

And the smell of cinnamon. 

"At least you could take a fucking shower," James said, staring at the darkness between him and the wall 

He waited for a snappy response, but none came. 

The mattress shifted again and Jason crossed his field of vision on the way to the bathroom. James could 
barely make out the outline of his body. His eyes squeezed shut at the sudden stream of light from the 
bathroom, then Jason closed the door behind him, and James was surrounded by comfortable darkness again. 
Didn't they have a shower there, wherever it was that Jason had spent the last hours? He didn't want to 
know. He didn't even want to fucking think about it. But he couldn't shake images out of his mind: a pale body 
and a younger, much younger, tanned one, tangled in sheets. Jason saying things in that coarse whisper of his, 
things he hadn't been saying to James in a long while. An image of Jason's naked body assaulted him in a brief 
flash of light from the bathroom and James's hand, as if detached from the rest of his body, crawled down 
his belly. 

The noise of water stopped A moment later the door clicked and then the mattress dipped again. 

Silence. 

He waited. He wanted Jason to say, "Its over with him. I'm sorry | hurt you. Do you still want me?" He wanted 
Jason to say that just so that he could say back, "Get the fuck out of my house and get the fuck out of my 
life." 

Who was he kidding? 

Just thinking about Jason, even about Jason with somebody else-some nineteen year old wipe-ass with milk 


under his nose, what could he give to Jason that James couldn't? What?-was enough to make him hard. And 


wanting. 


But he would not touch Jason first. 


He curled his hands into fists until it hurt, and repeated his nightly mantra: He would not touch him first. He 
would not fucking touch him first. 


Jason's breathing was more even now, his breaths longer and deeper. 

Minutes passed and James couldn't sleep. 

He rolled over, pulled his arm up and rested his head on the open palm of his hand. His gaze traced the lines of 
Jason's back silhouetted against the window where the black of the night outside was slowly turning gray. He 
imagined his fingers drawing lines on Jason's skin, remembering how it felt to touch that skin. 

He wouldn't fucking touch him first. 

He touched him right at the hairline. Tangled his fingers in Jason's hair and gently dragged them along his neck, 
tracing the line of Jason's spine, down, then back up to circle around his ear. The warmth of Jason's skin clung 
to his fingers. He waited for a reaction, a movement, a sound, anything that would mean that Jason was awake. 
Anything he could take as an invitation to keep touching him. 

His hard-on pressed against the fabric of his boxers and he shifted, half-trapping it under his body to give it 
more friction. He slid the covers down and rested his hand on Jason's hip. All this time Jason hadn't moved. 
Maybe he was asleep. Maybe. Or maybe he was pretending, waiting for James to give up and go to sleep. His 
body didn't want to go sleep. 

Since when did he have to beg for it? He could go to a bar and have a pick of guys who would be only too 
eager to let him take them to some by-the-hour motel room. Guys who could go and fuck around on him with 
some nineteen-year-olds, but he wouldn't care anyway, so it wouldn't fucking matter. Guys he could fuck and 
then never see again Guys who- 

Guys who weren't Jason. 

Fuck it. He didn't need Jason. 

Abruptly, he sat up on the bed and swung his legs over its edge. 

Jason's voice, which didn't sound at all as if Jason had just woken up, stopped him. "Hey." 


"What?" 


"Where you going?" 


"Take a leak." 

"Wait." 

"What?" He was tired of waiting. 

After a long moment when Jason didn't answer, he turned his head. Jason was watching him, his eyes wide- 
open. He could have stayed where he was, on the edge of the bed, ready to up and get out of the room, but 
he didn't. With a sigh, he fell back on the pillows and watched the squares of the ceiling panels take on shapes 
in the fading darkness. 

"You had something to say?" he asked. 


"Yeah." 


And right there, waiting for Jason to say his thing, he felt his stomach twist. Jason was going to tell him they 
were over. That he wanted out so that he could sleep with the kid guilt-free. 


This wasn't how it was supposed to fucking happen. If they were going to break up, he was supposed to be the 
one doing the breaking up. He, not Jason. 


"James—" 

"Shut up." He rolled over, his arm, his chest, his whole body, ending up with his face three inches from Jason's, 
leaning over him. "Shut the fuck up," he breathed into Jason's face, noting with satisfaction the way Jason 
flinched away from him. That was a good feeling and it surged through his body charging his nerves with new 
energy. 


"Let me-" 


"Shut up." He shoved away the covers and pushed his knee between Jason's thighs, lifting himself. He dropped 
his body on top of Jason's. And that was a good feeling, too, to have Jason under him again. 


He ran a hand along Jason's side and reached for his face. his fingers dug into Jason's jaw, made Jason wince. 
They stared into each other's eyes. 

James brought his head down and kissed him, his tongue thrusting into Jason's mouth hard and unforgiving. 
And Jason kissed him back. 


Later, when he was frantically pushing himself into the warm tightness of Jason, when Jason was biting his 


neck and just as frantically making incoherent noises that James had learned a long time ago to mean harder- 


fuck me-yeah-harder-I love you, he remembered what he'd wanted to say. 


Get the fuck out of my house. Get the fuck out of my life. Get the fuck out of my band 


Some day. 


Some day he would say it out loud. But not just yet. 


(end) 


